Reich-Ranicki, but who in these hip settings were eager to catch a glimpse of the new scene-makers and to hear about how they wrote about familiar streets and underground clubs and simulated so well metropolitan desires for experiment and novelty (Sitzler) . There is an affinity between writing and clubbing. Not only did Tanja DOckers, for example, step right out of Berlin's fabled nights, but the rave happenings and techno bars she describes have also been the setting for "poetry slams," which first brought Diickers to attention; Der Spiegel, in fact, paid Duckers 6,000 Marks in 1999 for an underground travelogue through the city's "Szene" (Kuhlbrodt) . Publishers now introduce young authors in Berlin storefronts decked out as an "illegal club from the mid-1990s" (Kuhlbrodt) . From there they make the rounds of readings and talkshows in the German provinces, to Halberstadt and Wiesbaden and Bremen, promoting themselves but also marketing the "Mitte-Fieber" of raves, love parade, and Scheunenviertel that has rapidly become Berlin's favored "Integrationszement" (Arned) . With two very impressive books in 2001, Norman Ohler's highly original Mitte, which translates as "Midtown," and Norbert Zahringer's extraordinary So, which is just "so," along with Regener's debut of the same year with Herr Lehmann and another pertinent 2001 addition, Uwe Timm's Rot ("Red"), as well as Duckers' 1999 provocative Spielzone ("Playzone"), there is a shelf of recent books that directly take the measure of the new Berlin and its sights and sounds and especially its trash, a good start even if Frank Schirrmacher, the literary editor of the Frankfurter Allgemeine Zeitung famously misses the representative Hauptstadtroman, the novel of the new capital city.
The novel has been regarded as a capacious form well suited to representing the variety and mobility of the metropolis. According to Volker Klotz in his acclaimed study The Narrated City, the novel achieved in the nineteenth century a suppleness that drama, the favored eighteenth-century literary form, lacked. It retold city matters more ably because scenes and characters could depict spatial breadth and social diversity more freely. The various walks of city life, which crossed and recrossed the boundary between public and private, exploded "the playtime of a drama or the playroom of a stage." Dramatists had difficulty adequately representing the collective nature of the metropolis given the center-stage focus on a few individual characters and carefully conceived dialogues . Novelists, by contrast, worked with a far greater stock of characters, whose movements and impressions built a veritable word city. More than that: the novelist could quickly change scenes, lead readers into asides, and introduce a range of social mechanisms such as letters, conversations, rumors, and newspapers to convey or exchange information, all of which erected an increasingly complex labyrinth in the mind's eye. The particular attention to detail as the author introduced opinion and dialect, or interposed different media such as advertisements, newspapers, and crime reports, and described social conditions gave the nineteenth-century realist novel from Dickens to Dreiser a spectacular quality that it intimately shared with the city. Again and again, novelists compared city to text. Already the Romantics recognized city streets as sites of uncountable treasure and unexpected possibility and sought to translate that metropolitan geography into the dream worlds of their stories in which streets ended in crooked alleys or wide plazas and doors opened onto hidden chambers, staircases, and courtyards. A century later, in the 1920s, Franz Hessel described "strolling" as "a way of reading the street, whereby faces, displays, show windows, cafes, tracks, automobiles, and trees all become lots of equal letters which compose the sentences and pages in an always-changing book" (Hessel 145) . And it was no longer simply well-to-do flaneurs who were "at home" out and about in urban places. At the end of the nineteenth century, industrialization not only moved people away from work to make them commuters but reconnected them to centers of labor and leisure via buses, trains, and trams so that Berlin, Paris, London and Petersburg had truly become settlements where strangers were likely to meet, which is Richard Sennett's very fine definition of a city (Sennett 39, 47) .
The circulation of so many people, the strangers they encountered, the sighs, groans, and exclamations they uttered, and the piles of goods they carried about them gave the city a restless and mutable quality that resisted any authoritative or definitive Friend (1865) , the city emerged as "an agglomeration of crazed parts . . . whose relationship to each other has been jumbled" rather than simply hidden from view . "The feverish babble of constant digressions," which was so consonant with the experience of walking down the big-city boulevard, had become louder still in Andrei Biely's celebrated surrealist novel, Petersburg (1913 Petersburg ( -1916 (Berman 267 The city also has been abruptly recentered to the east and the north, undoing the movement to the west and south that began at the beginning of the twentieth century with the development of the districts around the Kurfiirstendamm. And while Berlin has not actually grown, and in fact is losing bits and pieces of its three and a half million inhabitants to the surrounding suburbs of Brandenburg, it has attracted new social constituencies, from the technocrats, administrators, and corporate officers who have moved in since Berlin's designation as the new capital of Germany, to thousands of tourists, and to as many as three-hundred thousand undocumented migrant workers, mostly from eastern Europe. In addition to new spaces and new people, Berlin is the site of cultural, social, and political encounters with the former East Germany and its past, and the city is now an anomaly in Europe for its large, conspicuously socialist party, the Partei des Demokratischen Sozialismus, which is the legacy of the old Communist Sozialistische Einheitspartei Deutschlands. Insofar as there is a geography to German memory, Berlin is very much at its center. The seemingly omnipresent TV tower on Alexanderplatz, the crumbling 1970s ruin, the Palast der Republik, and the horrible, delectable "wedding cake" apartment blocks of the "Stalinallee," which seem left over from the set of Fritz Lang's Metropolis, all evoke the East German past, and Libeskind's new Jewish museum, the improbable survival of Goring's Aviation Ministry on Leipziger Strasse, and the monument to the victims of the Holocaust that will presumably be built near the Brandenburger Tor are unmistakable reminders of the Nazi past. Yet the past does not speak all that loudly, and while this is a cause of consternation to some observers, the absence of presence as well as the presence of absence, forgetting as much as remembering, is very much part of the metropolitan story. Cities typically forget the horrors that have taken place in their precincts (Fritzsche) . In many ways, the success of recent Berlin novels is that they have deliberately avoided staged encounters between East and West or with the German 6 Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 28, Iss. 1 [2004] , Art. 5 https://newprairiepress.org/sttcl/vol28/iss1/5 DOI: 10.4148/2334-4415.1569 pasts, which, I think, has been the expectation held out for the much anticipated Hauptstadtroman of German reunification, and that they have just as deliberately churned the drama of East and West and of Communism and Nazism into the debris of everyday life, a re-collection which is in fact what big-city novels do best and results in a more telling reading of history.
What gives contemporary Berlin novels their power is that they recognize the ways in which the city is a place of appearance and disappearance in which people, things, and memories collide and also fall by the wayside. The choreography of "History" with a big "H" is not their primary concern. This may seem surprising since Berlin seems so conspicuously a place of layers of history, of recovered and hidden memories, and of encounters with other pasts and other traditions. Isn't this engagement what we should expect particularly from the "new" Berlin writers of the last ten years? As Chancellor Gerhard Schroeder has dutifully noted, Berlin is where "even the stones cry" (Vinocur) . But the past does not speak for itself; the scars of Berlin are only readable if observers know about and care about national history, and in any case city people do not encounter one another primarily as "Ossies" and "Wessies" or "Germans" and "Jews."
There is something altogether heavy-handed about two recent novels which choreograph quite explicitly the breaks of recent German history in Berlin. Peter Schneider's Eduards Heimkehr stumbles around the potholes and cranes of the Baustelle; the details of the early 1990s are all there. But ultimately the novel moves according to the paradoxes of archived history (the ownership of a former Jewish property; the precise political backgrounds of characters) and to self-interested political alliances, both of which illuminate the crosswinds of political history from Nazism, and the Cold War, to the Wende of 1989 He runs across the curb, and spots a crumpled-up piece of paper in the gutter. A truck rumbles past, and a gust of wind sweeps it a few meters down the street before it comes to rest under a dream-blue Ford. He looks at the license plate and reads B-KF 6213 and notes it right away on the register receipt from "Conny's Containers." He probably won't even be able to read it since the last of the egg-liquor ice cream is dripping onto the letters and numbers, but who cares. He finally picks up the crumpled-up paper. A torn-off news page, a half-legible article about football.
Referred to by Verena Auffermann in the Suddeutsche Zeitung as a "Berlin street ethnologist," Duckers is an energetic collector of cast-off things. And she catches the dime-store materialitiy of everyday life: the girls munch on "Haribo-Gummi-Bears" and "Granni-Bonbons" and compare their eyes to "the colors of the Pacific Ocean on the globes in the show windows at Karstadt" (Duckers 11). Even her language picks up odd words, advertisements, Americanisms-"so cosy finde ich es hier auch nicht" (Duckers 186); "bist du ready" (Duckers 182); and "das ist echt Nothing seems very important in this life patched together at H&M, but, as Duckers explains, it "wears well."4 This nonchalance irritates readers, who complain that it reduces meaning to the clothes one wears and presents young Germans as "politically, historically completely indifferent."' The objection seems unfair, however, blaming the messenger for the message. Duckers' complacency can also be appreciated as an assertion of the ordinary and accidental in the face of pretension, and as a display of the wonder of small things that do not add up to much. It skewers the fantasy of an all-embracing mass culture with the lost and found debris of consumption.
The wind that blows scraps of newspaper down
Hermannstrasse is much stronger in Zahringer's precincts, and Zahringer's So is a much more complex exploration of both the things of daily life and the transience of those things in historical time. From the very beginning of the novel, when a certain Schulz goes downstairs to buy a pack of cigarettes, people disappear, or they get lost, or they are moved out, as is the case when Gummer is forced to leave his subsidized apartment because, promoted to the branch director of the bank, he is no longer an employee but shows on television, which Gummer watches on his "little red portable TV," is the "Come-Back Show" ("Komm-zurtick-Show"): "Somebody figured out that in the city there were more lost people than lost dogs," Zahringer explains (Zahringer 183). Even the spectacle of transience is not constant, for the "Komm-zurtick-Show" is eventually canceled because of low ratings. In this city there are no reliable registers of loss. The "Come-Back Show" is cancelled, and the "scars of war" that once speckled the old building stock especially of East Berlin, the shrapnel marks of the Battle of Berlin that could still be seen in the early 1990s, have disappeared underneath "lemon-yellow facades, new and smooth" (Zahringer 390). The past is not always wiped away, however; sometimes it is simply recycled. One day even the container, the outpost of the brave new world of German consumerism, has disappeared, this time replaced with a "Shopping and Service Center, "in the traditional style of a historic factory site" (Zahringer 389).
In this fugitive space, it is no wonder that every morning Gummer feels completely stranded in the present, and he reflects on the powerful forces of corporate Germany that have run him aground. One strength of Zahringer's novel is to pencil in the rational order that has caused so much turbulence on the periphery. Like Dublin's Alexanderplatz, Zahringer's Berlin is choreographed both by the commotion of dispersion and the machinery of order. Berlin's public transportation system, the BVG, moves through these novels with an almost omnipotent sovereignty. Both Zahringer and Sven Regener compose priceless scenes in which Published by New Prairie Press rule-bearing drivers consistently impede the attempt of hapless riders to get from one place to another. Moreover, Gummer feels constantly under the surveillance of the bank's division of internal affairs and its terrifying chief, Fuchs. At the same time, the predictable order of the offices, which are decorated with prints of van Gogh and Gaugin, is itself a reproduction. The vigilance of the bank has been repeatedly breached by the assassinations of 1960s militants, yet one of the militants, "Guevara," ends up being forgotten in the underground, and an earlier action had resulted in the death of the driver, not the capitalist, for the two had just switched places in the limousine in a transgressive exchange of power. It is never clear who is fooling whom. Zahringer repeatedly undermines the sources of power, and thus the sightlines of calculation. He folds and refolds his story, blocking the development of any authoritative line of narration. So is about it not being so.
In this totally mobilized landscape, almost all of Zahringer's characters are on the make, as Erhard Schutz has pointed out: "Screwballs and pickpockets, losers and idlers, bar owners and bartenders and barflies, fake countesses, divorce lawyers, retired military, ex-terrorists-bankers fit right in" (Schutz) . To be sure, they are all on the (proverbial) "wrong side of the tracks," but make their way, outfitted with the "small, red portable TV" and those other items that Duckers, at least, genuinely prizes, "travel provisions," "Reiseproviant," the last noun of Spielzone (Duckers 207) . And what better way to make your way as a laid-off machinist than to dig a tunnel under the bank container and steal some money, as does Willy Beil? And so: "the tunnel stretched into the city like a forgotten serpent, resolved to get back for itself a piece of life" (Zahringer 143).
The tunnel adds a daring vertical axis to Zahringer's novel. As the tunnel grows longer, Willy Beil stumbles onto more and more debris from the past. Recovered material objects such as a World War I dagger or a 1928 newspaper article prompt stories that glom onto the prehistories of Zahringer's disappearing Berliners and fabricated depositers. The vignettes themselves do not add up to a whole, and readers encounter them as they do the 12 Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 28, Iss. 1 [2004] , Art. 5 https://newprairiepress.org/sttcl/vol28/iss1/5 DOI: 10.4148/2334-4415.1569 transients who walk around above ground; they are remnants that sometimes echo the present (a 1928 newspaper headlining "Unrest in Afghanistan-Nobel Prize Awarded-Freienwalde Mur- derer Nabbed"), sound a scary alterity (the cries of prisoners in the makeshift SA prison in the Columbiahaus on Potsdamer Platz), or reappear in unexpected ways (the former Berliner who bombs the familiar precincts of his old city as an American airman). That it is Willy Beil who uncovers these pieces of history is significant because the newly fashioned collector had himself forgotten to take even a single photograph when he left his wife; Zahringer makes it clear that all historical recollections are wrenched from their contexts and scattered about for recycling. History here appears as another version of the "Come-Back Show," which fades from the screen by the end of the book. The disposable new economy on the surface thus corresponds to the disposed old history underground. The very terms of instability are the source for multiple stories, reversals of fortune, and narratives not contained by any authoritative telling. The only history that is available in the city is a "Thesauros" of broken pieces (Zahringer 251).
Order and disorder are mismatched in Norman Ohler's Berlin-Mitte as well. This is a place that is increasingly laced up by technology. "People are part of a system that they don't even want," Ohler observes, "they build their little niches and are completely oblivious, like the lobsters at the fishmongers, with tied-up claws, they climb on top of each other in a big heap, a prolonged, miserable scene" (Kuhlbrodt) . Ohler repeatedly describes contemporary movement in terms of extreme functionality, but he tells the story from the perspective of bystanders who for a moment have been pushed to the side, find temporary shelter, and can observe the centripetal forces before being caught themselves. The protagonist is Klinger, who has lost his job after the collapse of an internet startup in London and returns to Berlin to "self hack," "the only thing that is left on this blue planet of melancholy" (Ohler 23). The housing he finds corresponds to his in-between station: an old apartment building at Grosse Prasidentenstrasse 10, the last untouched, unrenovated house in the area, but now, . This trivial recollection in which horror, shame, and apathy, memory and its afterlife in culture, are all tied together is a very artful
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I said: "Christian has fallen in love," and you said, "Nothing new there," and then we were silent. I could hear the quiet voices from the television set, war noise, air-raid alarm; I knew that it was cold in your room, frost flowers on the window. You hung up. (Hermann 98) The television is also on when Herr Lehmann wakes up one evening in Sven Regener's novel: "The afternoon news was onsome sort of demonstrations. Next to him, Katrin lay on her back and snored quietly." Lehmann is ultimately caught by surprise: "Ach, du Scheisse" 'Holy shit,' he remarks upon hearing that the Berlin Wall has fallen (Regener 153, 294) . History is just another intruder, like Lehmann's parents who announce an unwelcome visit to the city in October. There is no epochal break or a sense of new historical time, and this gives these novels a deliberate "Nachwende" or post-unification feel. They inhabit a city that is not indifferent to history, but encounters it in bits and pieces that are scattered about and occasionally recollected like all the other profane matters of the city.
What these novels do effectively is represent history that has in many respects taken the form of the "Come Back" TV show, which sometimes holds the interest of the audience, is sometimes heard in snippets from the next room, and which must keep up its own ratings. Not only is urban space full of historical references, but the references appear and reappear in various degrees of decay. And one set of historical memories can displace another, as is the case with the melancholy that surrounds 1968 and ends up displacing (although not eliminating) an engagement with Nazism and Communism. The fallability of history is part of the story. On the one hand, this attention to temporal layers is something that justifies the claim that So and Mitte are in fact the noteworthy Berlin novels that Schirrmacher misses. Indeed they push Dublin's method into the midden of history in startling ways, introducing readers to ghosts, tunnels, and buried treasure. The intertextuality they rely on to bring this debris to our attention has invigorated the genre of the contemporary novel. On the other hand, the fragmentary nature of history and the distracted interest in all its components suggest that the successful novel of postunification Berlin will have to make that fragmentation and distraction part of the story and thereby render the past in the profane terms of consumption, recollection, and misplacement.
Notes
